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lions were very rare in Rome. The horse-tamer
was, on her authority, made the guest of the Ameri-
can community, breakfasted, dined, and feted, and
a large subscription was made for a class in horse-
breaking. At this juncture I heard of a perform-
ance of the soi-disant Earey at Naples, in which
he had nearly killed a beautiful young mare, and,
knowing that the system of Earey did not include
cruelty, I began to doubt the identity of the tamer.
I called for the passport with which he had come,
and which was, as usual, deposited at the police office,
and discovered that it was issued by a " vice-consul
pro tempore" at Dresden, an officer uot recognized
by our regulations, bad and loose as they were, and
a man whose name, moreover, was not on the consular
list, though the passport was on a regular form. I
at once wrote to the police, requesting them to cause
the said John S. Earey to prove his identity.

The summons to the police office brought him to
the consulate the next morning before I was out of
bed (the office and my bedroom constituted the head-
quarters of the government of the United States of
America at Eome), with a petition to me to request
the police to delay the examination until the next
day, as he had two friends who would identify
him, but who were that day (it was Sunday) at
Tivoli for the day. As an escape was impossible,
and he was in a nervous trepidation which, it was
clear to see, was awful funk, I wrote the note
desired; and, before the day was out, he had gone
to my English colleague, the amiable Severn, and under herches I troublede Jerseyey assumed himnds and promising support-
